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The Living Dead 

B HIS isn’t really a story. It isn’t of any historical 
value, nor does it contain a plot. Instead, it is 
rather as a few pages taken from the biography of 
Jim Bradshaw would read had anyone ever taken the trou- 
ble to write it, which no one ever did. 

In the small town of Cross Corners, in Vermont, he 
had lived his life apart to himself. Even as a child in school 
he had kept to himself, and this characteristic had carried 
with him into manhood. He was a silent kind of cha^, 
never expressing himself, and he made few friends. In 
him nature seemed to have carried to an unfortunate ex- 
treme the asset of keeping quiet, with the result that Jim 
Bradshaw was a stranger even to his most intimate neigh- 
bors. 

His had not been an eventful life, as lives go. When 
he was seventeen his mother had died, leaving to him the 
care of an invalid father and the management of a fairly 
good sixty-acre farm. If there had been any measure of 
wild oats in his make-up to be sown they soon died out 
under this blow and the responsibility it involved upon him. 
With the advice and under the direction of his father Jim 
worked with the farm, and after seven years it began to 
pay a little. Slowly then, at first, but in the next four 
years he was able to set aside a little more each year. He 
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was twenty-eight then. He had had nearly an average edu- 
cation and his constant association with his father, a good 
man, and his work on the farm had taught him more and 
brought him out a little. Still he was that slow and plod- 
ding type, living his own life and asking and receiving 
nothing from it. The type called ^'dumb,” but of a dumb- 
ness that was mostly composed of undeveloped personality. 
If he ever heard the call of love it was the echo, and it, 
moved him not, and if he ever realized and became dissatis- 
fied with his lot he kept it to himself. He seemed the living 
contradiction to the statement that a man cannot live to 
himself. 

When his father died he cried a bit at losing the closest 
companion he had known, left the funeral arrangements to 
an uncle, and after his father was buried soon settled down 
again to his solitary life of plowing, planting and reaping. 
From here, when he was thirty, he was called by Uncle 
Sam to fight in the World War. 

He left a hired man working his farm and was sent to 
a training camp. Even this change of habits did not wake 
him up to the realization of things. They were registered 
on his mind only as wonder. After some months of train- 
ing his company was ordered across and Private Bradshaw 
soon found himself in the city of changing fashions, Paris, 
and he was staggered by the change in his surroundings. 
In his great undevelopment the things that he had seen 
were not to be understood — only to be marveled at. 

Jim got his first taste of real battle at Chateau-Thierry. 
Before dawn of the second day of this battle his company 
was ordered in to reinforce their comrades who had fought 
all the day before. With daybreak came the roar of battle, 
and Jim, fighting with instinctive American courage, fought 
with the rest. Two hours before nightfall he was being 
carried to the rear with a mangled forearm and a piece 
of shrapnel under his rib. 

In the two months that followed Jim had time to study 
and reason out a lot of things. In a hospital back of the 
lines his wounds were mended and they slowly healed. 
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His head throbbed with the constant rumble of distant 
guns. About him lay the shattered bodies of men like him- 
self, groaning or cursing in their pain. Each day men were 
carried out dead — each day more were brought in wounded 
or dying. Questions formed in his mind — ^why were all 
these men being killed? He knew that out there under 
those guns men were dying. He knew that more stood back 
of them ready to take their places. What was it that made 
them so willing? What was it all about? Slowly answers 
and ideas formed in Jim's mind. It was as a bud opening 
itself after a storm. Those men were fighting and dying 
for a cause they believed right. What matter then whether 
it was or not? And they were fighting for home and loved 
ones. Ah, what did his home mean to him that he should 
suffer so for it? Then in him, urged on by the martial 
sounds of battle, kindled the flame of understanding and 
patriotism. What was this comradeship that had made 
some of the men in his company weep over fallen ones? 
How many men were killed ! How little did a life amount 
to and then how much might it accomplish. Jim was real- 
izing things now and gathering initiative — he, at thirty- 
one, was beginning to live. 

The rest of this comes as a newspaper story from the 
trenches: A squad had been cut off from the American 
lines and was protected only by a shell-hole into which 
they had crawled. This hole was covered by a single 
remaining German machine gun nest, which was placed 
some three hundred yards from St. Mihiel salient, then held 
by the Huns, to cover our charges. While the United States 
artillery played upon St. Mihiel a squad of ten men was 
ordered to charge and capture the nest. These men were 
in charge of Sergeant Bradshaw. The machine gun, eighty 
yards from our trenches, opened fire on this squad as they 
went over the top. Sergeant Bradshaw was leading like a 
madman. Before they had gone thirty yards six of them 
were down — ^the others charged on. Then three more fell. 
They were very close to the nest and it looked as if the 
charge would fail. The Sergeant was the last to go down — 
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some ten yards from the nest. Our captain ordered a 
squad of double size to take the nest then. Just as they 
crawled to the top of the trench before going over we saw 
the nest go up in a flurry of dirt and we knew what had 
happened. The sergeant had thrown a hand grenade into 
the nest. He had not been killed. Now the Americans 
could charge the salient. 

When we reached Sergeant Bradshaw we found that his 
right leg was practically cut oif by the bullets and there was 
blood on his lips, but his face wore a smile. He was dead. 

Charles Coggin, ’ 28. 


My First Airplane Ride 

m EY, you! Hop out of that bunk if you don’t want 
K. P. the rest of camp. Come on ; throw a blanket 
around yourself and — ’’ 

“Fall in!” rang out over the camp, still half asleep. 
And thus the fourth day of camp, with the 105th Ob- 
servation Squadron, T. N. G., started. 

Followed in rapid succession exercise drill. “One, two, 
three, four; side straddle; hop; put some snap into it. 
Come out of that trance, you!” 

Then chow. “Hey, don’t think you’re going to fall in 
up there. Right back to the end of the line.” **Any seconds 
on bacon ?” “Aw, gimme another piece of bread, will you ?” 
“Take that hat off while you are eating.” “Say, I'm on 
guard, how about something to eat?” “Don’t try to pull that 
stuff on me, you’re just the forty ’leventh guy with that 
line this morning. So you are S. O. L. Well, maybe, then, 
all right; now get out.” 

More formations, drill, and at nine-thirty I am “on the 
line” waiting for my first hop. “Hussey, grab that rag 
there and wipe off the second P. T.” An hour passes and 
I strap on my chute and stand ready for my first hop. 

I scramble into the rear cockpit, tear a hole in the 
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‘‘All set back there, Hussey?'* “All right, sir." “Well, 
don't forget to pull the ri|p cord if you have to jump or this 
will be your last ride." 

We taxi cross the field and into the wind. All the noise 
in the world seems to be gathered in this spot as the pilot 
opens the throttle and we head down the field for the take- 
off. 

Seems as though we'll never leave the ground. Right 
in front of us is a fence. Will we clear it? Gree, we are 
over it and by a height of twenty-five feet. Must have 
left the ground some piece back and didn't know it. We 
circle the field. There’s another ship taking off just ahead 
of us. He is conning up under us. He banks to the right 
but it was a narrow escape. At least it looked that way 
to me. 

We gain altitude— two, three, four thousand feet. A 
steep dive with the throttle wide open, then up, up until 
we are hanging in the top of the loop, then down and 
through every kind of a stunt until I'm groggy. Level off 
and I'm lost. 

The pilot idles the motor and dives the ship. Why, we 
are right over the field; must be going to land still diving, 
and just as we are sure to hit the field nose first the ship 
levels off with the ground, then the nose comes up and we 
are noisily bumping over the field and taxying to the line. 

I hop out, the old ground feeling better than ever before, 
and my first airplane ride is over. 

Kenneth Hussey, ' 30 . 
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In a Slow Ford Towards the Wheat Fields 



[E’LL give you twenty-five dollars for it and no 
more/’ 

''Can’t do it ; thirty is my lowest price.” 

"Tom, lets split the difference with him; that’ll make 
it thirty.” 

These last few words fell from the lips of John Shields, 
who hoped to be a half owner in a Ford car with Tom 
Morris. He was, after two tens and two five-dollar bills 
were presented to a second-hand Ford dealer. 

Six or seven turns on a crank, a few words from the 
Ford vocabulary, and a good kick at the radiator brought a 
carbon-laden engine to life. The grinding of a differential, 
a lunge forward and a backfire started the old bus down 


the road. 

"Will we ever reach the wheat fields in it?” 

"Well, first of all, she needs a general overhauling, then 
we will let the top down and paint a bunch of encouraging 
signs on it ; if it stands that operation successfully we’ll get 
started that way.” 

After two days of hard work and a night filled with 
dreams of a great adventure, Tom made a bold statement, 
"John, we will make it.” On the following Saturday Tom 
and John were wished a bon voyage as they headed the old 
Lizzie towards the Golden West. 

Three months later, after Tomt and John were back in 
school in their old home town, a little book was found in 
their room which read as follows: 

Saturday — Had a good day today, about 250 miles nearer 
the wheat fields. Tom ran over a chicken. Believe me a 
chicken baked on a camp fire is some good. We’re both 
ready for a good night’s sleep under an old maple tree. 

Sunday — Roads were crowded today. Made poor time. 
A back tire blew out. Had to buy another; that hurts 
the old pocketbook. 
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Monday — Gave a generous-hearted hobo a lift this 
morning. He presented us with a bunch of fleas. The old 
Ford is running pretty good except for a terrible knock 
in the engine. 

Tuesday — Tom tried to kill another chicken today, but 
broke down a front wheel when he ran off the road. Will 
have to fast for several days to make up for the price of 
that one. 

Wednesday — The old Ford is making more noise than a 
country band on the Fourth of July. Had to buy spark 
iplug and several other little things. Our funds are getting 
smaller each day. 

Thursday — A polecat slept in our car last night. We’ve 
had a stinking good time all day. Had two punctures and 
a foul spark plug. Didn’t make over fifty miles. 

Friday — Had a blowout this morning. Drove ten miles 
on a flat. Bought a second-hand tire for $2.00. It blew 
out before we got twelve miles from the garage. 

Saturday — The old Ford is making more noise than 
ever. Had a chance to make ten dollars today. A farmer 
wanted us to drive by his house for two hours straight. 
We asked him why. He said his mother-in-law was very 
sick. 

Sunday — My, but that Ford makes noise. Got put in 
jail this morning for disturbing public worship. Was kicked 
out after dinner. They said we ate too much. The Ford is 
about to drive John crazy. 

Monday — John was crazy this mornin|g. He forgot 
about the Ford, so he is all right now. Bought a light bulb 
today. Have $1.60 left. 

Tuesday — Spent our last penny to send a telegram home. 
It read as follows : ‘‘Dear Dad : Roses are red, violets are 
blue, send me ten dollars and I’ll owe you.” Received a 
prompt reply. “Dear Son: Roses are red, roses are pink, 
enclosed you will find ten dollars, I don’t think.” 

Wednesday — Had a good breakfast at la country hotel. 
Couldn’t slip out, so we washed the dishes and swept the 
floors. The old Ford is about to blow up. 
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Saturday — Nearing home every day. Something is fun- 
ny somewhere. I heard the hotel detective say he didn t 
like the looks of our party. 

Sunday — John and I are in jail with the boss and his 
wife. They got us charged with being in partnership with 
the biggest hotel thief in the United States. Wired home 
to Dad. 

Monday — Dad arrived this morning. He fixed things up 
all right. We are headed home once more. 

Tuesday — Got home about two hours ago. We’ve had 
the greatest time of our life, but glad to be back home. 
Got a date tonight. Better clean up a little. So here goes 
until next vacation. — Tom and John. 


Cordell Louthan, ’28. 


The Vacation 


fe^* ^ ASTUS’ wife had left for Chicago, Cincinnati and 
other cities, on the train, “to take a little vacation, ^ 
P as she said. A few days later one of Rastus’ 

friends saw himi hurrying down the street with a satchel 
in his hand, and stopping him, asked, “Why fo’ yo’ all in 
such a hurry, Rastus?” 

“My wife done gone off and got sick,” replied Rastus. 
“I done got a letter fum her sayin’ she’s in Chicago, 111., an 
I’se gwine go an’ bring er* home.” 

The second night after he had boarded the train Rastus 
arrived in Chicago, and, as his wife had told him she was 
staying with her sister, he made his way in that direction. 
As he neared the house he saw his wife coming out the 
door with a man. They turned his way and he stepped 
into a doorway so that he would not be seen. They were 
laughing and talking when they passed his hiding place; 
in fact, they passed so close that he could have almost 
touched them, but he decided to wait and look deeper into 


this. 
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“Sumpin’ done wrong here,” he muttered as he watched 
them disappear in the darkness. After looking around for 
a little while he found a small hotel. He got a room and 
sat down to figure things out. He realized he must do 
something, and so he decided to watch that night, and 
if the man came, to follow them. That night Rastus didn’t 
sleep at all. He rolled and tumbled and tossed about on his 
bed and always he could see them together. 

The next night Rastus placed himself so that he could 
watch the door without much danger of being seen himself 
and settled down to wait. He didn’t have long to wait, for, 
within thirty minutes after he had arrived a tall, handsome 
negro came down the street and went up to the door. He 
knocked and when the door opened there stood Rastus’ 
wife. When the negro saw her he put his arms around 
her and kissed her. This was too much for Rastus, and 
pulling his razor from his pocket he jumped up, let out a 
yell and started toward them. Hearing the yell the negro 
turned around to see Rastus charging toward him at full 
speed, swinging his razor as he came. Rastus made one pass 
at him and he was gone. After the negro had disappeared 
around a corner Rastus turned to his wife, who was so sur- 
prised that she was unable to do anything except stand 
looking at him with her mouth hanging open. 


^‘Get yo’ clo’es,” he said. ‘T’ll tend to you when we gets 
home. Dey ain’t gonna be no mo’ vacashuns long’s I got 
anything to do with it.” Bev. Young, ’28. 
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Oil 

B n the northeastern part of Sumner County, on the 
Ridge, as it is called by the inhabitants, there are 
very few things of importance to keep the mind 
alert. When it rains the people there seek shelter, when 
the sun is shining they stay in the shade, in moderate 
weather they play checkers, in cold weather they roast 
chestnuts or crack nuts. Once or twice a year a still is 
raided and the sheriff gets drunk. This offers a subject 
for discussion until he burns his last deck of cards and 
joins the church again. Each time he joins they baptize 
him, and he is the cleanest man there even if he does drink. 

Year in and year out these things mentioned happen. 
If perchance something did happen there to awaken the 
mind to a new train of thought it would soon come un- 
coupled and run back on its original track — oil, oil, oil. 
This word has been used so much by these people that it 
has had a lubricating effect on their tongues. When one 
gets to rambling on this subject nothing can stop it except 
a better refined product of words and wind. 

This town was once like a live well gushing forward to 
help the universe to run more smoothly. Two kings of the 
oil fields, Mr. Pennsyl and Mr. Vania, came to this little 
town and promised the inhabitants that they would act as 
a derrick and pull the town into a flowing city. Mr. Penn- 
syl and Mr. Vania were well trained in this line of work. 
In a very short while the people were flowing their way. 
*'We must have money to build your city and make you 
rich.” Such were the words that flowed from the mouths 
of our oil kings. Money came in with rapidity, soon it 
slowed down, and then the gas of our kings would turn on 
to make the pressure more tense. During the development 
Mr. Pennsyl and Mr. Vania made many personal friends. 
These friends had used all of their ready cash to buy stock 
in the Smoothly Run Oil Co. As personal favors the kings 
would exchange oil stock for mortgages on homes and 
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the team, thinking it would be nothing to catch him, 
started running, and so did William. He started for a 
classroom building which was some little distance away. 
He was determined they should not catch him, for he knew 
what it would be if they did, and by the time he reached 
the building Johnson was a good many yards behind. 
When the other boys came trotting up to him he looked 
puzzled and felt little, for the other boys had given him 
the "‘hee! haw!'' 

The coach, seeing the outcome of the race, called on 
William that night. At first he could not get him inter- 
ested about the track team, but finally he consented to 
conne out the next day after the other boys had gone in, 
for he thought the boys would laugh at him if they saw 
him in track clothes; but he was mistaken, for the next 
day when the coach saw him in his track suit he looked 
at him in wonder; he looked every inch an athlete, his 
muscles only needed exercise, and the coach was going to 
see that they got it, for in him he saw a valuable man to 
the team. After the first workout he was well pleased, 
more so than he had let William know. He gave him a 
book of rules and told him to read them carefully, and told 
him to be there at the same time if he did not want the 
other boys to know about his being out, and this he did not. 
This was two weeks before one of the biggest events of 
the year took {place between Stanford and one of its oldest 
rivals. 

William was still known as the bookworm, but now he 
was reading books that would really benefit a track man, 
for the coach hd gotten him interested and he was going 
into it with all he had. Two days before the meet every- 
one took it as a joke when they saw William Swift's name 
in the line-up, and now they called him ‘‘Speedy" through 
fun, but he paid no attention to them. The day of the 
meet his name was in for three events and they did wonder 
if the coach really meant it, for this meet meant much to 
the school if they won. The time arrived and there was 
a large crowd. The first event was a two-hundred yard 
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dash and the winner won by a good margin. The crowd 
knew it was a Stanford man by his suit, and when his 
name was announced they could hardly believe it, but it was 
William Swift. His next event was the fifth on the pro- 
gram, which was a quarter of a mile, a hard and fast rce. 
Each school had two entries. Willim Swift and Jack John- 
son were those for Stanford. At the crack of the pistol 
they were off, but William was slow to get started, and it 
seemed as if he had lost out, but when he got started he 
fairly flew. He passed one, and he passed two, and on the 
home stretch he passed another, and crossed the goal line 
eight yards in front of Jack Johnson, who was second. The 
next event was a hundred yard dash, which he won with 
ease by ten yards. When it was over his team mates rushed 
out on the field and taking him on their shoulders carried 
him off the field while the crowd cheered and cheered for 
Stanford and William Swift. 

W. T. Phillips, ’31. 


The Hand of Fate 

H T was a cold, wet, misty night. Such a dreary 
Christmas Eve had not been seen in many years. 
The people were scurrying for shelter under the 
awnings or hurrying through the streets to their homes. 
In the midst of all this hurry and bustle, which is always 
found before the day of days, was a single forlorn, pathetic 
figure, with no bundles and apparently no destination. 
She would stop and gaze into a beautiful lighted window 
or maybe it would be a baker’s window, or again it might 
be the window of a busy restaurant. 

Although there are many of these people, this one 
seemed to be different. She had a rather proud and more 
or less reserved manner, which made you instinctively 
know better than to offer her charity. The manner of her 
walk was little more than a stagger, but she tried to hold 
up in spite of her great weakness from lack of food. 
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Well, fellows, greetings. Through this first issue of 
the Bulletin the old members of the student body, the 
alumni, the officials, and the faculty wish to extend to every 
new boy at school this year the fellowship that is such a 
vital part of M. B. A. We are glad you are with us. We 
hope that you will take advantage of your opportunity to 
become a credit to your school. You can do this through 
your conduct and your studies principally and then on the 
athletic field. Remember that the start you make will, to a 
large extent determine your finish, so let’s get started right. 
It is your trust and privilege to carry on for M. B. A. in the 
future. Don’t fall down on the job. 
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With the opening of the fall term M. B. A. has realized 
its greatest dream. We, at last, have our new building and 
it is a thing of pure beauty. For years we have talked 
about it and done without it but now it is really finished 
aiid we are in it. It stands where the old building burned, 
more beautiful, more convenient and better equipped, and 
from the ground where the old building stood memories and 
traditions spring to live and grow and give spirit to the 
new M. B. A. 

The building is a two-story affair, of the same type as 
the old building, but is much larger and more modern. The 
first floor with the Honor Room, the library, the hall and 
class rooms is much like the old one. The stairs are a little 
different and the study hall and class rooms on the second 
floor are larger and better. There is also a third floor, not 
quite an attic, which is already finished and which can 
be used if we should need it. In the basement is a laundry 
room, store room, a large kitchen, and a big lunch room. 
The whole building is of the very best, and we are very 
proud of it. On approaching the new building you see a 
terraced lawn leading to a large porch with columns like 
those of the old building. Over the entrance are three 
stone slabs with the inscriptions: 1867 — M. B. A. 1927. 
The doors and windows are very pretty as are the fixtures. 
This building together with our other building and new 
gym and heating plant brings our equipment up to the 
highest standard. 


M. B. A., according to reports from college, rates high 
in scholarship ; our list of alumni we invite you to compare 
with that of any school, our faculty is one of the best and 
our equipment could hardly be improved upon, yet above 
these one quality stands out. That quality is M. B. A.’s 
school spirit and that spirit is the flame that has united 
into a great brotherhood each member who has attended 
this school. With a history that dates back before the Civil 
war is united all the memories and traditions of this school 
for the sixty years that have passed since then, and these. 
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together with our own love and sentiment, go to make u,p 
that for which M. B. A. teams are noted — ^their fighting 
spirit. Her teams have won many times and then they 
have lost many times, but M. B. A. teams lose only one 
they die fighting. They have come from behind to 
win and maybe they have been ahead only to lose, but in 
both cases they were fighting. M. B. A. teams don’t quit. 

One of the best examples of this spirit that has been 
shown recently was in the Morgan game. At the end of the 
half we were trailing, the score being six to two. It was 
the first time that M. B. A. had been scored on in three 
years. The cheering section never quit. They even gave a 
cheer for Morgan. At the beginning of the second half 
M. B. A. came out the huddle for the handclasp, crying, 
fighting, driving fast and hard. This was a good sample 
of the fighting spirit which prevails at M. B. A. 

And now, fellows, we make our first call for money. 
Six issues of the Bulletin, including the annual are put out 
each year. As in the past the subscription is two dollars. 
We ask you to judge the fairness of this price. This issue 
will come to you without a pledge for this amount. We 
leave the rest of it to your own sense of fair play. The 
subscriptions for the paper are not included in your tuition. 

A school is judged by its publications and this is ours, 
and we should all be interested in it. We hope that the 
student body will co-operate with the Bulletin staff as these 
publications are intended as a mirror of the work and 
activity of this body. We want your help — both financially 
and in getting material for the Bulletin. We trust that you 
will respond. 

It seems as if the Board of Trustees now that they’ve 
started just won’t stop; but we don’t mind. We thought 
they would be like an immovable object after giving us our 
new building, but they have pushed on and now we find a 
grader and roller fixing up our campus roads and it cer- 
tainly makes things look better. Three cheers for the 
Board! 
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FANCIES 

At sunset as the colors change I 
love to sit and dream 
And wonder if the things I see 
are really as they seem. 

I see the red -change into gold, 
the clouds like billows rise, 
I see the rays like lances' points 
that streak the magic skies. 


The good, the beautiful, the 
brave, the true, 

The things, O memory, that live 
in you. 

Help me to know, to realize and 
to see 

That future memories depend on 
me. 

Chas. Coggin, '28. 


Yes, mystic skies, what do they 
bring to us, what ohange of 
plan? 

But mystic skies of yesterday 
have been made clear to 
man. 

We look, we see — ^yet do not see, 
the things that lie before. 

We know the present but the 
past lies past a bolted door. 

A bolted door — Time has the 
key, and he will guard it 
well, 

And as for us tomorrow's road 
may be the road to hell. 

Yet if tomorrow never comes to 
that road we'll be blind. 

And if we ride the present tide 
its sorrow we'll not find. 

If like the clouds we tower up 
and see the present's beau- 
ty, ... 

We will be happy, worried not 
by some tomorrow’s duty. 

And if in happiness we live — no 
trouble pain or sorrow. 

There cannot help but come to 
us the sunrise of tomorrow. 

Chas. Coggin, '28. 


MEMORY 

O memory, rare jeweled joy. 

Whose clinging hands, like hands 
of maid and boy. 

Are loath to part from past to- 
morrows — 

Whose silver voice echoes the 
voice of yesterdays. 

And paints the path and parting 
of the ways. 

Dividing past and present; 

As I go o'er the thoughts and 
things that were, but are no 
more. 


SAILOR'S JOY 

When the day fades away and 
the sun sinks to rest. 

And the shadows fall mystic 
and dim. 

Then to fishermen true comes the 
call of the sea, 

And they place all their trust 
upon Him. 

Then they mend all their nets 
and their traps and their 
lines. 

As a song from their lips 
lightly slips, ^ 

And they feel for the winds and 
erect all the sails. 

And go down to the sea m 
their ships. 

Charlie Coggins, '28. 


VERSES 

In time of peace, in time of war, 
Work hard and falter not, 

For he who works in time will 
reap 

The things the heart has 
sought. 


i kind to all who cross your 
'path, 

The good, the bad, the old. , 
^st not a glance of scorn their 


Each day must be a book worth 
while, 

No airy, painted bubble. 

Hide not your footsteps as you 

But guide them clear of trou- 
ble. 

Cordell Louthan, '28. 
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We have recently received in- 
vitations to the following wed- 
dings : 

Paul W. Turner, ’25, and Miss 
Elizabeth Gebhart, of Nashville. 
Paul is with the Tennessee Sta.te 
Hig'hway Department. 

William M. Hibbett, ’20, and 
Miss Beulah Louise Grooms, of 
Nashville. 

♦ * 4 : 

R. L. (Shorty) Stockard, ’24, 
and Miss Sara Nestor, of Nash- 
ville. ''Shorty” is with his father 
in the automobile business. 

* * ♦ 

Bill Greene and Moultrie Ball, 
both of ’27, have entered Se- 
wanee. Greene is one of the 
freshman backs at Sewanee. 

♦ * * 

George T. Wilson, ’27, has en- 
tered the University of Illinois. 

♦ * * 

William E. Hawkins, ’27, en- 
tered Georgia Tech in Septem- 
ber. 

* * ♦ 

John Connor, John Fletcher, 
Morgan Gordon, Maurice Moody, 
Wade Phillips, Glenn Fite, John 
Berry and George Martin, all of 
’27, have entered Vanderbilt 
University. 

* * * 

Since his graduation last June 
at Washington and Lee, Ralph 
Morrissey, ’27, has formed a con- 
nection with Harper Bros, in 
New York City. 


Mizell Wilson, ’16, after some 
years of work at law in Nash- 
ville, has moved to New York, 
where he is now with a very 

prominent firm of that city. 

* 

Fred M. Schlater, ’19, since 
graduation from the Vanderbilt 
Law School last June, has form- 
ed a connection with a law firm 
in New York. 

* * 

Henry W. Bivins, ’21, is con- 
nected with the Louisville Cot- 
ton Oil Co. 

* ^ nt 

Herbert Brown and Buddie 
Hackman, among the brightest 
of our last year’s athletic stars, 
are at U. T. and on the fresh- 
man team. 

* ♦ 

Paul Thompson, ’20, is en- 
gaged very successfully in the 
practice of law in Tampa, Fla., 
as also is Cushman Radeibaugh, 
’21, at Orlando. 

* ♦ ♦ 

Alistair Rankin, ’19, is a civil 
engineer for the L. & N. R. R., 
with his headquarters in Louis- 
ville. 

* ♦ ♦ 

Bill Martin, ’22, a law grad- 
uate at Vanderbilt in June, hav- 
ing successfully passed the State 
Bar examination, has hung out 
his shingle in the Exchange 
Building, launching out on his 
own hook. 
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Buist Litterer, *16, is practic- 
ing medicine in Miami. 

* « ♦ 

John Ball, *24, and Edwin 
Frost, *26, are in the junior and 
sophomore classes at Dartmouth, 
the former having been accepted 
for honors. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Hamilton Love, *20, after 
graduation at Annapolis, has 
since been on naval duty, largely 
with the Pacific fleet. He has 
recently been on a visit to Nash- 
ville. 

♦ ♦ * 

W. O. Treanor, *22, in the in- 
surance business in New York 
City, is to be married shortly to 
Miss Harris, of Nashville. 

♦ * ♦ 

'‘The Distinguished Student 
List** of the University of Vir- 
ginia, has recently arrived and 


Joe Gray, *22, is listed on it. 
This makes his third annual ap- 
pearance on this list. 

* * % 

We have received notice of 
the marriage of John S. Glenn, 
*25, to Miss Dorothy Fite, of 
Nashville, and also of John M, 
Cartwright, *23, and Miss Mil- 
dred Baldwin, of Nashville. 

* ♦ ♦ 

The past year M. B. A. was 

represented by graduates in the 
following colleges: University 
of Alabama, Vanderbilt, Univer- 
sity of Tennessee, Sewanee, 
Georgia Tech, University of Vir- 
ginia, Washington and Lee, Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania, Lehigh 
University, Dartmouth, Univer- 
sity of Cincinnati, Notre Dame, 
University of Chicago, North- 
we^em. University of Michigan 
University of Wisconsin, and 
University of Missouri. 


MYSTIC WATERS 

Moonbeams, hiding, sliding, gliding, 

Falling softly on the river, 

Seem to melt into the waters 
As they move away together. 

While they move thus, ever onward, 
Breaking stillness with their murmur, 
Daybreak comes to steal the moonbeams. 
Leaving sluggish, muddy water. 

Charlie Coggin, ’28. 


Castner-Knott 

Dry Goods Company 

We carry Adler Collegian Clothes for 
Young Men. Prices and styles right. 


Sooner or Later we all 
Have Insurance Problems 
This Company takes a keen interest 
in fitting the contract to the policy- 
holder. 

The Independent Life Insurance Company 

Nashville, Tenn. 



A future home-run king is Mer- 
ville, 

Next year he’s reporting to 
Louisville. 

In that town they do everything 
wrong, 

That is why they’re for Merville 
so strong. 

His head is scarred and worn, 

In places his scal<p has been torn. 
He is very fat and flabby, 

He is also very gabby. 

On the football team he plays. 
And long after dark he stays. 
Right eijd -on the bench he’s set. 
Yet you never see him fret. 

On the second team he is a pest. 
For he always thinks he is the 
best. 

He made a tackle once long ago, 
So to Louisville he’s got to go. 

J. D. Patton (never). 

* ♦ * 

My Flivver 

We thought we would go out 
walking. 

My little flivver and me. 

We went down a country road- 
side 

To see what we could see. 

I never decide to go riding 
When I take my car with me. 
For most -of the time I’m walk- 
ing 

Or pushing as hard as can be. 

We start out so gay in the morn- 
ing 

With everything looking so 
bright. 


But something commences shak- 
ing. 

And we never get home that 
night. 

But when I have finished my 
story. 

And all is said and done. 

My flivver is still my flivver. 

Even though it ceases to run. 

Kenneth Hussey, ’30. 

♦ ♦ % 

The weather man says autumn’s 
here. 

The trees turn different 
shades ; 

The nuts are ripening on the 
trees 

Through all the hills and 
glades. 

The trees are decked in red and 
gold, 

'The birds are on the wing 
To winter in the warmer clime. 

Returning with the spring. 

Then comes the winter dark ajid 
drear. 

And autumn time must go; 
But winter brings the Christmas 
cheer 

That we all like to know. 

Merrill Hovey, ’29, 

* * 

Notble: “Mr. Cherry, how 

much time have I?’^ 

Mr. Cherry: “Oh, I don’t 
know, I lost the list.” 

Noble: “Well, don’t forget; 
lost time is never found again.” 
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THE WANDERER 

IVe been in many a seaport, 

IVe traveled on land and sea, 
IVe picked up many a curio 

That IVe got here with me. 

IVe stowed on many a freighter 

To cross the ocean deep, 

IVe gone to many an open field 

And there laid down to sleep. 

IVe been in all parts of the 
world, 

IVe seen the sights that be, 
IVe heard 0 many a foreign 
tongue. 

But this is home to me. 

Robert Estes, *28. 

* * * 

The election of officers of the 
senior class resulted as follows: 
President, Charles Coggin; vice- 
president, Ward Phillips; secre- 
tary and treasurer, James Bass. 
♦ * ♦ 

The school committee this 
year consists of Charles Coggin, 
president; Ward Phillips, Thom- 
asson, Vaughan, H. Allen, Lan- 
gham, Wrenne, J. Phillips, 

Kranz, Bullard, J. Myers, McAl- 
pine and Goodman. 

* * ♦ 

In the Fifth Form the class 
officers are: President, Walter 
Wright; vice^resident, John 
Langham. 

In the Third Form: President, 
T. Joy; vice-president, R. Cog- 
gins. 

♦ ♦ * 

The additional steel lockers in 
the gymnasium are a great con- 
venience. 

♦ * 3jC 

Hardin and Averbuch’s hike to 
the Louisville game by way of 
Hopkinsville is one of the best 
jokes of the season. When the 
Hapkinsvillains told them that 
they were farther from Louis- 
ville than they were when they 
started, a kind-hearted drug 
store clerk had to sujpply the 
ammonia to bring them to. 


Noble: ‘*I was alarmed this 
morning?” 

Sneed: “What about?” 
Noble: “About six thirty.” 

* sis ♦ 

Stranger (at the Elks* Club, 
speaking to Goodman Saturday 
night) : “Pardon me, but could 
you tell me the time?” 

Goodman: “I don’t know, I’m 
a stranger in this town.” 

Sfs He * 

Wrenne 

Here lies a guy named Wrenne, 
He ain’t what he was to have 
been. 

When he took up smoking 
We thought he was joking. 
But now he’s a used-to-have- 
been. 

He He * 

The Maroons 

There is a team in our Sunny 
Southland, 

A team all the “prep” schools 
know, 

A sturdy, hardy, brawny band 
Whose movements are never 
slow. 

When the Red and White go on 
the field 

In our hearts there’s a glad, 
glad song. 

For well our goal line they will 
shield 

As they’ve done for three 
years long. 

When Robbie Worrall goes round 
the end. 

Or Charlie Vaughan through 
the line. 

Our opponents this message 
home will send, 

“We just can’t beat their 
kind.” 

Three cheers for our team and 
M. B. A., 

We’re behind you, boys, to a 
man. 

And before each game we will 
always say, 

“You can do it! We know 
you can!” 

John Moore, *30. 
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Who put the built in Vander- 
bilt? 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Louisvillian at the Manual 
game: *‘Tell that Worrall if he 
comes up here and runs for any- 
thing, even for Mayor, we will 
vote for him.” 

« * ♦ 

During the usual conversation 
in the locker room after prac- 
tice; 

Vaughan; “They tell me 
theyVe got the strongest line in 
the country.” 

Blair; “Who?” 

Vaughan; “Mason and Dixon.” 
* ♦ ♦ 

Mrs. Ball; “Now, all of you 
write a theme on ‘Puppy Love'.” 

Next day Hussey came in with 
a theme about two dogs. (Fact) . 
* * * 

In English class one day I sat 
And lo! to my great woe 
Our well loved teacher, Mr. Ball, 
Said, “Bring something by 
Poe.” 

I said to him that very time, 
“Let’s have a holiday.” 

He said, “We can’t run things 
that way.” 

Quoth I, “All right, I’ll stay.” 

In English class I got confused, 
Instead of Poe I brought 
A poem that I made myself. 

And this was food for thought. 
John B. Wilson, ’28. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Up in the apple tree stood Jack. 

’Twas in the summer time 
He pulled an apple very red 
To pay him for his climb. 

When farmer Brown saw him do 
this 

He got so very mad, 

He sent his bulldog after Jack, 
And said, ‘‘Go get the lad.” 

So dog and Jack ran round the 
lot. 

Jack fell as if by chance, 

And then the dog began to chew 
Upon his Sunday pants. 

Tom Hatfield, ’29. 


“Have you seen this list of 
people who aren’t going to read 
the Banner any more,” said 
Noble, as he handed the day’s 
death list to Prof. Williams. 

♦ * ♦ 

Early; “What are you going 
to study in college?” 

Lindsey; “Well, I’m going to 
be a physician, so of course I’ll 
study physics.” 

* ♦ ♦ 

Patton: “Coach, what do you 
want me to do with this guard 
here?” 

Coach; “Take him out.” 
Puryear (playing guard) ; 
“That’s all right, coach; I’ll go 
out.” 

♦ He ♦ 

We wish to call your attention 
to a Scotchman who gave his 
young daughter a nickel not to 
eat her supper, then during the 
night he stole the nickel and 
wouldn’t give her any breakfast 
for losing her nickel. 

* ♦ ♦ 

“What a finely chiseled mouth 
you have; it ought to be on a 
girl’s face.” 

“Well, I seldom miss an op- 
portunity.” 

« * ♦ 

Some one said they were dis- 
cussing Patton’s age in Ancient 
History. 

♦ ♦ * 

The math out here sure is a pain, 
To pass you have to study; 

And curse you may as well in 
vain, 

The teacher’s no one’s buddy. 

You pack a book from morn till 
night 

And bum the midnight oil; 

To work like this it isn’t right. 
There’s nothing for your toil. 

The questions that he gives to us 
Are hard as he can find; 
’Twould almost make a preacher 
cuss, 

’Twill make us lose our mind. 

Paul Bracy, ’28. 




The first call for football practice this year brought 
out a husky bunch of aspirants. With the standard of hav- 
ing been recognized as the State and Southern champion of 
the two previous years to live up to and a hard schedule 
ahead, the squad went to work hard from the first. 

Due to graduation and certain rulings, Brown, Hirsig, 
Blair, Green, and Hackman, all “All City’’ men, were lost 
from the team. 

After two days of practice at M. B. A., Coach W. H. 
Kirkpatrick took his squad to Clearwater Beach for a week 
of training and practice. Here they went through two hard 
practice sessions and a drill each day and after this, and 
regular eating and sleeping they returned to the city in 
good condition. 

From then until the regular season opened scrimmages 
were held, signals given, and the team got into playing 
condition. 

Mr. Kirkpatrick, our head coach, secured as his as- 
sistant Mr. Fred McKibbon, Vanderbilt’s former star tackle. 
Sergeant McGuire also helped in conditioning the team. 


M. B. A., 18 ; Alumni, 6 

M. B. A. made a good showing in a scrimmage against 
the Alumni, a team which carried a number of All-St^te and 
other stars, and Coach was pleased with his squad’s per- 
formance. 
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M. B. A., 25; Vandy Fresh, 0 

By a victory over the Vanderbilt Freshmen M. B. A. 
acquired some fame, but it was scarcely a fair comparison 
of strength. M. B. A, had been in training for a month, 
the Frosh for a week. The game was played in a sea of 
mud, but it was our game. 

Worrall, Philips and Vaughan showed some fancy of- 
fensive power while Goodman, Sneed, Coggins, Patton and 
Meyers were the outstanding linesmen. The outstanding 
players for the Freshmen were Askew, Holman, McGugin, 
and Warwick. 

M. B. A., 32; Greenville, 0 

Montgomery Bell Academy won their third consecu- 
tive game this season, defeating the strong Greenville High 
School 32 to 0 in Russellville, Ky. This team had been 
defeated by Male High of Louisville earlier in the season 
15 to 0. 

Robbie Worrall handled the team well. He displayed 
some nice broken held running and also a wonderful de- 
fensive game. Vaughan, Phillips and Mayfield did their 
share, all accounting for large gains. Goodman on end 
was also outstanding, but to tell the truth in a brief way, 
just give credit to every M. B. A. man that played, sub- 
stitutes included. 

H. Campbell was easily the outstanding star on the 
Greenville team. The Kentuckians were the best team 
M. B. A. had played in two years. 

Touchdowns scoring: Worrall, 2; Vaughan, 1; Good- 
man, 1; Morton, 1. Goal after touchdown, Worrall and 
Miller. 

M. B. A., 47 ; Central, 0 

Driving hard and fast, M. B. A. made its debut into the 
city championship race with an imipressive 47 to 0 victory 
over Central High on Friday, October 21, in Sulphur Dell. 

M. B. A. got off to a slow start in the first half, being 
able to register only two touchdowns. Central was com- 
pletely outclassed in the last half, five touchdowns being 
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rushed across against them, although Central fought hard 
to the end of the game with lots of fine spirit and drive. 

First Quarter : On end plays by Worrall and off tackle 
plays by Vaughn, the ball was carried to the two-yard line, 
where Phillips carried it over. Worrall kicked goal. On 
a fumble Central lost 13 yards. Husband punted to his 
own 41-yard line. M. B. A. carried the ball to Centrafs 
25-yard line, and on the next play fumbled and Central re- 
covered. Here Central made its only dangerous drive of 
the game, being stopped at the 36-yard line, where the 
ball wnt over to M. B. A. on downs as the quarter ended. 
Score : M. B. A., 7 ; Central, 0. 

End runs by Worrall and off tackle plays by Vaughan 
carried the ball to the 6-yard line, where Phillips carried 
it over. Score: M. B. A., 34; Central, 0. 

A fumble and M. B. A. recovered and carried the ball 
to the 1-yard line as the game ended. Score: M. B. A., 47; 
Central, 0. 

Hugh Miller was Central’s best ground-gainer, while 
W. J. Ray and Powell were the outstanding players in the 
line. 

Line-up: M. B. A. — C. Miller, 1. e.; Patton, 1. t. ; Mor- 
ton, 1. g. ; Bullard, c. ; Coggin, r. g. ; Myers, r. t. ; Goodman, 
r. e.; Worral, q. b. ; Mayfield, 1. h. ; Vaughan, r. h. ; Phillips, 
f. b. Central — Wyatt, 1. e.; Ray, 1. t.; Ferguson, 1. g. ; 
Hawkins, c. ; Powell, r. g. ; Harris, r. t. ; Dixon, r. e. ; Hesse, 
q. .b. ; Shaffer, 1. h. ; H. Miller, r. h. ; Husband, f . b. 

Substitutions: M. B. A. — Hovey, Lindsey, Thomason. 
Central — McClellan, Collins, Nugent, Lehning, Hall. 



MitcheWs candies 
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W. H. KIRKPATRICK 
FOEL CO. 

MINERS AND DISTRIBUTORS 

BEECH CREEK and MONDRAY 

COALS 

♦ ♦♦ 

1 

Handled by the Following 
Nashville Dealers 

ANDREWS COAL COMPANY 
FRED B. CASSETTY COAL CO. 

W. W. BUSH & SON 
FRANK COAL CO 
MERCHANTS ICE & FUEL CO. 

McRAE COAL CO. 

PERRY & LESTER COAL CO. 

TANKARD & WOODALL 
KEITH VAUGHN COAL CO. 

OVERTON WILLIAMS PINNER CO. 

R. H. LEE & SON 






